THE  EVE  OF  PEACE
pride, womanly shame and yet one more feeling,
stronger than even pride or shame—the fear of complete
loss of all hope.
She could not renounce her dreams. This was her first
real feminine expectation, the first—and the last. She
was forty-four. Soon she would be old. Life was passing.
If Suprugov went, she would have no more hope of
marriage, motherhood, of that normal life which
millions of women live, taking it as a matter of course.
Suprugov said to Danilov very affably:
"How is it that you haven't been given any leave, Ivan
Egorich, it's a shame, isn't it?35
He was very pleased that while Danilov had been
omitted from the list, he, Suprugov, was on it. Now he was
sure he would get a decoration; the train was praised
everywhere, the papers wrote about it, they asked for a
description of it for the All-Union exhibition, and had
not he, Suprugov, been the first to write about it while
it was still ignored by the central authorities. Unfortun-
ately, Danilov would probably get a decoration too—
concerned as he was with political affairs, to be sure.
But they hadn't given him any leave, while he, Suprugov,
had got it. ... Danilov did not explain to Suprugov that
he was not going to take any leave until the end of the
war and that Dr Belov and himself had composed the
list for those to go on leave. He said, casually:
"In a week or so I'm going for party matters to V.**
He was worrying about Kravtsov. Kravtsov would
have first to get his leave and he would go when he
returned; one of the two had to be here to watch the
repair works; nobody else could be trusted with the job,
neither the chief, nor Sobol, nor Protassov.
"And what about the oscillator?" he asked Kravtsov.
"Will you have time to repair it?"
"You ought to know me well enough," replied
Kravtsov.
"And you'll come back on time?"
"Now, that's enough, comrade," said Kravtsov, "Pm
fed up with these jokes. My leave is due long ago.
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